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CHAPTER XXI.

Hero Worship.
It had come about that Lucy

of Francois. Hita Pcholar
Uonel. lamentinK on a day that there

teacher 01were no capable
the neighborhood, that Lucy whool-Klr- l

command of the language as

rt disappearing, and an accomplish.

vital to a lady like won
of regret being

to i,e lost th1 sapa
ung by the colonel at the dinner-table- .

Francois had offered to teach madem-

oiselle his mother tongue. And tno

colonel had accepted the offer.
-- If you are not too busy. Chevalier.

.... --

entirely
And 1 suppose your-a- u-.

ood? One can not be too

At least we bh.x 1

arcful. you know.
,.ot quarrel about the terms, for what-,.vt- r

money you think rljrl.t to ask

hall be ready to pay." and the cnlone
of the world and

felt himself a man
t xtn-mel- generous.

Father!" Lucy cried quickly.
Francois' eyes were on his plate but

their wide brownwiththey fiwept up
colonel's face I amthefcaze full on

not too busy. Monsieur the Colonel.
-, v nrcfnt I am a peasant, as

;vb iui '. '
. vo I am ln- -

Monsieur kuuwb, - -
i waa for years at Saint
rrpnt military school of

France. I believe my accent is right.

iAs for money"- -a quid: motion, a
'French, fpoke a wholo sentence.

that that must
'NUIlnlvUl iiimow "

it To me It would be impos
tr, tnVn money for the pleasure

of teaching mademoiselle." He

i,t.wi nt I.urv a smile all gentleness,
t ,r,u waltlnz for that

HIIO IjUV) o rj,
Mjille. met his shyly.

The colonel blustered a bit, but the
i.,,no pre arranged as
wished, twice a week throughout thf

.vintrr li rode over from Carnlfax to

Kivo them. And little by little he came
. . i email nf the ma- -

in niiuv mo emu" - - ...

nor as few had known her. People V l,
thought Lucy Hampton too serious and yV

taid for a young girl; no one realized w V

that, her mother neing u uuu
father such as he was. the clear noaa
Vd little person had begun at ten or
twelve years old to know that she

.iiht make her own decisions, and
tnat.v of her father's also. At four
tf.r.n she had taken the key a and the
irKnonfilhilltles of the house, and now.

at sixteen, she was In reality the head
t Plantation. The

rolnnpl. who would have been most In

labor!"

dlgnant to be told bo. leaned on her
i, norv riotniL nnd It was she who

l.lanned and decided and often rxecut
d the government of the ll'iie King

dom
All this lay on the slendr

of Lucy Hampton, and brides all this
he had begun In yrr chlldiod to

hold ud the handa atd do the thinking
of an Incompetett father. It ras not
wonderful that she was gravr and
alower to frolic than other girls of
fclxteer.- - Her conscientious young
lo-al- was full of care, and light-hear- t

rdnesR of youth had never had a
rhuTira to erow In that crowded place.
Her cousin had come to live with them
only the year before, when hia mother
had died, his father being dead long

Khould marry and unite
urros of the Hamptons.

Hut tho young romnce
which was in her in spite or the cnoK

arh.r business her life, re
i. ,.itQi at this. She would not gleUllu

luTbelf as well as all her thought and
effort for Roanoke. She wanted to
love somebody, uud be loved for her-

self n other girls were; she would
he and hernot marry Harry because

father considered it a good arrange-
ment. So strongly had this determi-

nation seized her that, looking entire-

ly down that way of thought, she
failed to see that Harry might not be

classed with the colonel in his view
or the plan. She failed to see that If

she had not been heiress to Roanoke
House, or to anything at all. Harry
Hampton would etlll have been in love
with his cousin Lucy. For Harry saw
how the young life had been pressed
into a service too hard for It almost
from babyhood: Harry saw how un
selfish she was and trustworthy; how
broad minded and warm-hearted- ; how
she would like to be care free and ir
responsible like other girls of her age.
only that the colonel and the estate
were always there, always demanding
her time and her attention. He could
do little to heln her as vet. but he
longed to lift the weight and carry It
with her, not away from her. for the
fairy of a person was not the sort to
lean on others or to be happy without
her share of the burden, i et. Harry
thought, "If I might only help her, and
make it all a delleht instead of a

Hut Lucy, going about her busy
days, never guessed this. She thought
of Harry as the boy whom she had
grown up with, to be cared for ten
derly always because his mlsfor
tune, to be helped and planned for
and loved indeed, because he was lame
and her cousin, and because he was
a dear boy and her best friend. Hut
as the hero of her own romance to
come, she refused to think of him at
all. More firmly she refused such an
Idea, of course, because her father
had hinted that it would complete both
liarrv s and his happiness.

Francois, with oulck insight, saw as
much as this, and was anxious for the
boy who had been hi3 warm and
steady friend. What he did not see
was that Luck was fitting his own
personality into that empty notch of
her imagination where an altar stood
and a candle burned, ready for the
image that was to come above them
That never entered his mind, for in
his mind Alixe was the only woman
living to be considered In such a re
lation. And. in spite of the seigneur.
in spite of I'ietro. in spite his whole
hearted giving up of her, there was a
happy obstinate corner in the depths
of his soul which yet whispered
agrinst all reason that' It might be
that Alixe loved him. that it might
be. for unheard-o- f things happened
cverv day. it might be yet that with
all honor, with all ha'pinoss to those
others whom he loved -- he might some
day be free to love her. So that as
he grew to care for and understand
i..wv Hampton more and more, no

faintest dream caring for her as
he did for Alixe came ever Into his
mind.

On an evening when winter was
wearing away to cold spring, Francois
waited In the dining-roo- of Roanoke
House for his scholar. The room had
a sweet and stately beauty, a graceful
stiffness like the manners of the
women who first lived In It, a hundred
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Lucy Stood In. the Doorway.

ta mm ID
he up

9kW

ivorv! the mantelpiece, brought from
France In 1732. framed In Its nutea
pillars. Its garlands and chiseled
nymphs and shepherds, as lr under
protest the rollicking orange or tne
fire. Over a sofa, covered
with sllDoery hung a por
trait of the first lady or the manor
and sitting soldierly erect
in straight chair, smiled aa hla gate
fell on It It was so like yet unlike

face which he knew. There the
delicate oval chin and straight nose,
and fair, loose hair. But the portr'
was staid and serious, while Lucy's
faro as man seen It

-- rt T...PT knew ciulte well tha kindly eyes and a mouth amlling al
.. 'ii,r,r tiad r.lanned that the two ways. He shook head in gentle

the broad amusement at the grave dignity of the

longing for

of

of

of

of

was

picture.
no. Madame you are not to

rhnrminflr p. a vour granddaughter." he
in id. addressing It aloud.

And then he stepped across the room

THE EXPOSITOR, THURSDAY, MARCH b'. 19ML

corr?crw2 nuwiL
to the tire, and held hia hands to It

and stared Into it. The clock ticked
firmly, the logs fell apart with Boft

sliding pounds, and ho stared down at
them his thoughts far away a look

came Into his eyes as If they
op. something beyond the range

of tight, the characteristic look of

Francois, the old look of a dreamer, of

a seer of visions.
Then Lucy stood in the doorway,

ireutle. from the slippered
root ir.r-u.x-i nvtr th insten to the
shadowy locks of light hair on her
forehead.

"Good evening. Monsieur. I am
6orry I kept you waiting, iiamuuui
hurt his foot and 1 must find plaster
and bandage for him. Dut you win
have enough of my talking even now.

Father says I talk a greut deal, vo
I, Monsieur?"

Francois etood regarding her, with
frank In every muscle or

his face, lie smiled, the tame gentle
amused smile with which he had ad
dressed the portrait. "You never talk
too much for me, Mademoiselle. It
is pleasure to me always to hear
your voice," he answered in the deep

tone that
has ever a half note of tragedy, as or

some race-memor- y which centuries do

not wipe out. "Only, he went on
In French, "one must not

talk English. That Is breaking ne

law, you remember. Mademoiselle."
shp answpred very prettily In his

own tongue, in words that halted a
little. "Very well, Monsieur. 1 win
do mv best." He still gazed at her
smiling, without speaking. One could

that, to a Klrl of more
d people, this open hom

age of manner, this affectionate gen
tleness, might seem ta mean more
than a brotherly loyalt. The girl s

pulse was beating fast as made an
effort for conversation. "What were
you thinking of as you looked at the
lire when I came In. Monsieur? it
had an air of being pleas-

ant. Did I not say all that beauti
fully?" she finished In Pngllsh.

He corrected a lame erb with seri
ous accuracy and sne repeuifu iuc
word, and laughed happily.

"Hut you haven't said yet what you

were thinking about."
The laree brown ey-- turned on

hers. "It was of my old Dome in
France. Mademoiselle, when I was
vprv little." he said ein-ply- . "A large
fire ot logs makeB me think or mat.

me about it," she begged wun
milrU interest. "Will v.u? Wasther
alwava a lire at your louse?

"liut no. Mademc-lscll- e rot, or

course, in the summer, ii was m
winter time I thought, when the neign- -

bors came, in the ee.!'iug, and we at

about the hearth, sometimes twenty--

bad

people, each at his (liferent duty, and
my brothers and sitters tre iu.
and the dear grandrnere, was mere
and" he Etopied. 'loes Mademoi

selle really wish to Lear how It was
In that old farm-nous- e oi ours, m iu
shadow of the Jura Mountains?"

per

"Indeed, Mademoiselle wishes it,
she assured him. "It will be a trip
to Europe. I am sure I ehall speak
better French for going to France for
tm minutes, and being among the
French people, your friends. Walt

tut 1 am
turned a deep chair so that it faced
him, and dropped into It. "iut a root- -

stool me," she ordered, as souin- -

women order they
they do And

settled back with little

une

&ne

for
the men care

for and the men not
she her feet

it nnd Pmtled at hlra. For a mo--

mont the man's brilliant gaze rested
on her and the girl saw it, and thrilled
to it. "Now, Monsieur, racontez-mo- l

histoire ." she spoke softly.

his

Francois Heaupre'B look turned from
her to the fire, and the air of gazing

something far away came again,
ia a picture I see as I think of

that time of my childhood," he began,
as if to himself. "A picture
many times painted In homelike col

ors on my brain. Many night in the
winter I have sat, a little boy, by tne
side of my grandmother, at that great
hparth. and have looked nave seen
all the faces, have heard all the voices
and-th- e fire crackling, and tne spin
r, i r,,r Tihr.pi u hi Trine, even as I see
ihem nrl hear them tonight

v rrl, ,h nrrtnrl. I "And I IIHIO LlUJv van viyears oeiorc. iucvai " i -

work over the doors was yellowed to men, aa talked, rose and strode
I a . a Va pa t It nlA

mahogany
horsehair,

Francois,
a

bo

a

this had-

his

P.ut
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concen-

trated

charming
'

admiration

a

the

speaking .

understand

she

eoinethlng

Tell

comfortable.

speaking

a

and

across me room "a
.h.r lay always on a wooden plate
- ton tr loaf of black bread, with

tale."

vnif an3 always a glass ana a Dome
of brandy.. And I remero- -

w how manly it looked to me, watcn
lng, when I aw him take the loar
unr hla arm and hold It, and slice
otr holdlv a great piece of the fresh
rv. hread. and pour out a giaaa or
brandy and tosa it off as he ate the
bread. The atones aeemea to grow

tvtr after the teller had done that
"And always I waited, even tnrougn

the tale of the ghost and the flre--

wathint- - hound, till the talk ahould
swing round, aa it did erer toward
the end, to the stories of Napoleon
that were fresh in men a minas in
thnae davs. It was as if I sat on

and

nprdles before my bedtime came, yet
I did not dare to be restless and more

for fear that my mother might
mi to bed !2o I always

irave a sleh of content and always the
grand mere patted my softly to
hear it, when my father cleared ma

throat bean

send

head

"'There Is a small thing that hap
pened when the Emperor was march-inc- '

or, a then h i launched on

A rreat hickory log fell, rolled out
toward the hearth. The carved nymphs
and shepherds seemed to frown In
dtaaonroval at this irregularity, and
the girl In the deep chair smiled, but
the man sprang up and put the log
harV In nlace with aulck emciencj
He stood by the tall mautel
piece, deep yet In his reverie, as the

oaticrrit thf wood again and
anarkled and spluttered.

"Did any of them ever aee
thnwt men who talked about

him?" the girl asked.
The, Frenchman turned a queer

look on her, and did not answer
t.h anv nf vnnr family ever see

-

htm. Monsieur?" she asked again.
ThP alert flcrure stepped backward.

sat down again on the gilded chair
and leaned forward consideringly.
Francois nodded as if to the lire. "Hut
yen, Mademoiselle." he said. In a whis

"Oh tell me!" the girl cried, all In
.rr,.t "Who vim it? How was It?

It couldn't be" Bhe hesitated "your
aelf! If you. whom I know so well.
.k.iii havu upon trip Fmneror!" She
caught a deep breath of excitement.
This was another Lucy from
the serious young mistress of Roanoke
House whom the country people Knew

"Quickly, Monsieur, tell me If it was
yourself!"

suddenly

Hampton

r,mr.r.ia til mod h.H eVeS OVL frCT

Yts. Madamoietlle " he answered
"You have seen Napoleon!" ehe

said, and then, impetuously, "Tell me
about It!" Hut. though he smiled at
her with that affectionate amusement
which she seemt d. of all sentiments.
oftonest to inspire in him, he did not
answer

about

silent

"Monsieur! you will not refuse to
,,ll tiht-- I want tO KnOW SOIt II IWI ..VI.

much!" she pleaded, and went on

How old were you? Did he speak to
vnn 7 What a n ne say iu vuu.

HtA ihn I'ronrhmlin laUEhed aS II

Rt a dear child who was absurd
"Mademoiselle asks many questions
which shall I answer?" he demanded
and the tone to her ear was the rone
of love, and she trembled to hear it

Anawpr" she beean. and stam
mered and flushed, and stopped

Francois went on, little thinking
what damage he was doing with that
unconscious charm of voice and iook

"It is as Mademoiselle wishe3, most
t nvpn answer Ma- -

I ri llllilll. i r.... -

demoiselle's two questions tit once to
It when

quite three years old. Mademoiselle,
at home In the farra-hou6- e in val
ley of the Jura."

"And he spoke to you, to your own

self? Are you sure?"
"Hut yes, he spoke to me, Mademoi-

selle."
"What did he say?" The smile ort

Francois' face went out and Into
place swept an intensity of feeling;
he answered solemnly: "There were
but few words, Mademoiselle, but they
have been much to life. They
shall lead mv life, If God pleases.
those words shall lead it to the fate
which they foretold.

"What were the words?" whispered
th. pirl Impressed with awe.

Pmnrnis suddenly stood erect
stretched out his arm as If to hold a
sword "'Rise Chevalier rancois
Heaupro. day a Marshal of France
under another Napo'eon,'" he repeat
ed dramatically. "Those were
words the Emperor eaid."

The
looked
stand '

CHAPTER XXII.

The Story Again,
girl, her face lifted to him.
bewildered. "I dont under- -

The visionary eyes stared at un- -

.A.ini 'I hare never told mis
tMnr hft said In a low tone.

"Ah but it's only me," Deggea me
oHrlr - -

hor was I was not

tne

its

my

ana

f
one

tne

her

-

Only you. Mademoiselle!" ins roice
wont on as if reflecting aloud. It is
the guiding star of my life that
story; yet I may tell It" he paused
-- tn onlr you "

Aeain the rlrl aulrered. feeling tne
Intensity, mistaking it meaning. i
ahonld be aiad if rou would tell it
ehe spoke almost In a whisper, but
Wanrofa. floatloK backward on
strong tide to those old beloved daya,
did not notice

--It may seem a simple affair to you.
Mademoiselle I can not tell that It
haa affected my life. The way of It
was this: Nanoleon marched to Ger
many In the year 181S, and passed
with hla ataff through'our Tillage. The
house of my father was the largest
tn the Tillage, and It was chosen to
be, for an hour, the Emperor1 head--

nnartaru. and the Emperor neia
con ne.il of war. he and hla generals
thaw. I. a child of three, was sleep
ing In a room which opened from
the great room, and I wakened with
the sound of yolces, and ran in, un
noticed, for they were all bent over
th table, looking at to maps and

IT

llsrs of th mayor and I pulled at the
sword of Marshal Ney. And the mar
shal, turning quickly, knocked me
over. I cried out. and my grand
mother ran to me. and I have often
heard her tell how r.h peeped from

the door under the shtulder or tho Dig

sentry who would not let her pasn.

and how she raw a young general
nick me un and set me on my feet.
and how all the great officers laughed
whf n he said that the sword was lu
contest between Marshal Ney and me.
And how. then, the young general sug
gested that, to settle the point amic
ably, the marshal should draw nis
aword and give me the accolade the
blow of knighting. And so, Mademol- -

filp. to shorten the tale, it was not
the icarehal. but the Emperor himself
who chose to do It He made me
kneel before him. I a baby and he
atruck mv shoulder the blow or me
accolade, and said the words which
I have told you."

Francois sprang to his feet ana
stood as he repeated once more the
Emperor's words. His voice shook.

Rise Chevalier Francois Beaupre.
one day a Marshal or trance unaer
another HonaDarte.' " he cried, thrilled
through with the words which he re
peated.

The girl leaning forward, watched
him; with a gaep ehe spoke. "Then
that is why you are really Chevalier
Beaupre? Did the Emperor have tne
rteht to to knleht you?"

'Hut ?es. Mademoiselle " Francois
answered with decision. "I have stud
led the question, and I believe that the
accolade the knighting was always
a rieht of the monarchs or trance
disused, perhaps at times, but yet held
In abeyance, a right

The clance of the brilliant eyes met
hers with a frank calmnesu wmcn
showed that he claimed nothing which
he did not feel: that this haphazard
nobility had lived In his soul and
grown with his growth, and come to
be part of him. With a gentle humil
ity, very winning as It sprang from
his rentle wide, he went on.

"I know. Mademoiselle, that I am a
peasant and that I must be content
with a small place in life at the pres
ent I know this. And even tnai
position which I have is more than
my brothers. For you mwt know.
Mademoiselle, that the others grew up

to be farmers or tradesmen." He hes
itated, and then in a few words told
her of General Gourgaud. the seigneur
of Vieques, and how he had given the
peasant boy all the c pportunltles
which his own son could have had.
And as he talked he remembered how.

after his father's ruin, be had stood
inside the bare, little, nev cottage and
watched through the window his
mother standing at the jrate and talk
ing to the seigneur, who held Llsette s

bridle. It seemed to Urn he could
see the dark braided hah of I.a Claire,
colled around her head, and the deep
point of her white
as she stood wiin ner oacs. to uiui,
and the big bow of the apron tied
about her waist The picture came
vividly. And It opened his heart so

that he talked on. and toll this strang
er In a strange land maDy things that
had lain close and silent In his heart.
He told her about the general's gruff-nes- s.

which could not hide his good

ness: and how he had ome to be the
child of the castle as well as of the
cottage: something of Pletro also he
told her; but he did not mention Alixe.

"You spoke of three children, Mon
sieur; who was the ihird?" asked
Lucy.

Francois went on as If he had not
heard the question. "It was a happy
life, Mademoiselle," he said. "And It

has been so ever since even, for the
most part In prison. I have wondered
at times if the world Is all filled with
such kind people as I have met, or if

It Is just my good luck."
Lucy Hampton had been reading

aloud to her sick black mammy that
day, and some of the words of the
book she had read came to her, and
seemed to fit The kingdom of God

Stretched Out His Arm aa If Hold
a Sword.

ntrpnr!

t. tthtn tou." she quoted softly, to
ryncots. Then she considered a mo--

mnt
-- Monsieur, would It be Impertinent

for me to ask you a Question a per- -

aonaJ Question?"
y think not Mademoiselle, ne

mtlpd at her.
Kha went on. hesitating a little

the

-- Father was talking of how Prince
Trmte Ttona parte aerred, a few years
ago, with the Italian reTolutionista.
I wondered If if by chance you had
fnuaht nnder him.

H shook his head. 1 had not that
hanniness. Mademoiselle."

prince."

"The heir of the Honapartea now Is
, rrtnr Iouls Napoleon, is tt

not?" she questioned.
"Yes. Mademoiselle."
-- And he made an attempt on the

city of Strasburg. a few months ajjo,

and was tried for it and all that fa-

ther talked about It ao much I could
not help knowing a little about it, but
I don't remember distinctly."

"Hut certainly, Mademoiselle. It
was

"Then, haven't they Just done some
thing to him? Isn't ther something
ot'onlu are interested In Jost now

about that Prince Ixu!7"
The grave bright smile flashed out

at her. "In truth. Maaeinoisene,
there Is. Th prince was shipped by

his Jailers on the frigate Andromede
more than four months ago. for what
port Is unknown. One has not heard
of him lately, and there are tears that
he may have suffered shipwreck- - Hut
I do not fear. It Is the hope of France,
It is France's destiny 'which the Aiv
drnmpdo carriea. It will carry that
great cargo safely. The young prince
tiuin et om to hla own. and 1 ana
trhaDs you. Mademoiselle wno

knows? will cry for him 'Vive I tnv

The tone full of feeling thrilled
throueh the elrL Bhe floshtd ana
stammered as she went on, but Fran--
cols, carried away by his enthusiasm,
did not think of It "If Jon will let
mn ask lust one Question more, Mon
sieur, I will promise not to ask any
.Iter"

ThP flicker of amusement lighted
his face. "Ask me a thousand, Mad
emoiselle."

"No. only one. Did that seigneur
that General Gourgaud did he have
ftriT onv da.U-2.htt-

r.

Th Frenchman rose In a business
like way, the way of a teacher of lan
guage at the end of a lesson.

"One,' he answered briefly in a matter-o-

f-fact tone. And then, "Made-

moiselle has talked enchantlngly well
thiB evening, but I have perhapa talk-

ed too much. I may have tired Mad-

emoiselle, I hare the honor to wish,

you a good evening,"
Hla heels together, he stood tn the

doorway and made hla bow. "Au
plalslr de too retolr." he said, and
was gone.

CHAPTER XXIII.

The Prince Ccmea.
The Elittertng morning sunlight at

late March flooded the eastern dining-roo- m

of Roanoke house. A fire blaz-

ed on the hearth; hot dlahes steamed
on the table; the girl's face, the crack
ling fire, the polUhtd silver raoectea
from polished mahogany; the son
shod, solicitous service of a white--
aproned negro; all this made th
room fragrant with home une in
Bplte of the fact that one could see.

one's breath In the air. Bui they
were used to it the hardy Virginians
of those days of open fixe and no fur

or

naces, of many luxuries and few com-

forts, and In happy Ignorance of worla
progress, they suffered cheerfully and
were strong- -

Colonel Henry Hampton faced a por
trait of the first Hampton of Roanoke,
stately with fcrasa button and silver
lace, set in the panels . strv enty fire
years before. Lucy had concluded
her broiled chicken and bacon and hot
bread, and now as he, late for break-
fast always, followed In her wake,
he read the Norfolk and Portsmouth
Herald with which a colored boy had
that morning ridden out from Norfo'k,
eight miles away. It was before tn
time of daily papers, except tn a large
city or two, and this of once a week
was an event; a boy was sent to Nor-

folk tho day before Its publication
that the colonel might have It at th.

earliest moment
-- How would you like to ece live

prince. Lacy?" he Inquired. "The ILer-cl- d

states that we have one with us,
not ten miles from Roanoke. Prince
Louis Napoleon was landed from the
Andromede, in Norfolk, only yester-
day. - Poor young man," he wnt on
condescendingly, "he has no rauTiTj,
I understand, and here he is stranded
In a strange country with his fortune
to make, and no assets but a title.
It's little that win help rtm tn the.

states!"
Colonel Hampton glanced over to

see If she were listening to hi word
of wisdom: he liked an attentive at- -

dience. He was enchanted with her
expression. She had dropped knife
and fork and. with her blae eyes
stretched wide, her whfte teeth shin
ing, was drinking in his sentences.

"Father! Is Prince Louis in Nor
folk? How can It be? Jlonsleur
Heaunr was talking to rue about him
last night and he did not dream of his
coming hero. Surely he would have
known if the prince were expected.

Colonel Hampton smiled sarcastical
ly. "You will find that your ratner
occasionally knows more than even
Monsieur Peaupre, and even on
French questions, I may add," he an
nounced, from a mountain height
"Rut In one point you are right, my

dear. The prince was not expected
by any one, not even by the great
Chevalier Feaupre He was exiled
from France, as you may o may not
know, some four and a hatt months
ago, on account of hi attempt on Stras- -

bnrg. and was sent out on the Andro-
mede. with sealed orders. No one
knew hla destination until he landed.
on tne twenty-eignin- , in nonon.
There" the colonel got up and walk-

ed to the fireplace and stood with his
back to the tlaae. and his legs far
apart, masterfully. "There, my dear,
1 hare gtven you a dose of history for
a female mind. How are yon going
amuse yonr little aelf today V

(TO Biff CONTINUKDO

DreadfuL
Xfercy, ehtld!" exclaimed Mrs.

Harlem. "I never would have be
IteTed my little boy could nse such
language. Pecn playing wfth bad
children again, haven't you? NoW
replled her little boy. "Trxldy Itacon
and 1 have been playing with a par
rot hla uncle sent him from CXiCAfirV

To Pipe Smokers

mm
m,J

Vo Are Independent
and have no one to please but our cus-

tomer. We have been making htgh- -
.A- - ..,. ni tnhacco lor more nun

half a century and "Wild Fruit" U pur
beat effort. It Union Made. raceu
i. r.ni foil nackases. ten cent
cloth pouchea. eight and sixteen ounce

tint. Premium coupons in aiipacnK.
ci. a f.it to find the wuarrua

A.-r'- m Btork. aen.d us five
cents In postage atamps and we

will mad you an original pacaago.

Jno.J.Baglcy &.Co.1Detrolt,MIch.

Needed Every One.

Aeker Could you lend me a V?

Tellit No, 1 couldn't.
Asker Have you a friend that

would lend roe a V?
Tellit No. I have not a friend to

spare. Kansas City Star.

ERUPTION ON ANKLE BURNED

Kingsville, Mo. "My trouble began
eighteen yearB ago. Nearly half of

the time there were running sores
around my ankle; sometimes it would
be two years at a time before they
were healed. There were many nights
I did not sleep because of the great
suffering. The sores were deep run
ning ones and bo sore that 1 could not
bear for anything to toucn mem.
They would burn all the time and
sting like a lot of bees were connneu
around my ankle. I could not bear to

scratch It, it was always 0 sensitive
to the touch. I could not let my

clothes touch it. The skin was very

red. I made what I called a cap out
of white felt, blotting paper and soft .

white cloth to hold it in shape. This
I wore night and day.

"I tried many remedies for most of

the eighteen years with no effect.

Last summer I sent for some Cuticura
Soap and Ointment. The very first
time I used Cuticura Soap and Oint-

ment I gained relief; they relieved the
pain right then. It was three months
from the time I commenced using
Cuticura Soap and Ointment until the
sores were entirely healed. I have
not been troubled since and my ankle
seems perfectly well." (Signed) Mrs.

Charles E. Hrooke, Oct. 22, 1912.

Cuticura Soap and Ointment sold

throughout th? world. Sample of each
free.with 32-p- . Skin Hook. Address post-

card "Cuticura, Dept. L. Hoston." Adv,

In Dire Disgrace.
"What's the matter?"
"I'm in disgrace with my wife."
"What about?"
"She sent me down town to match

some hair. I got some like the sales-
lady's. I thought It was prettier."
Washington Herald.

A GRATEFUL OLD MAN.

Mr.W.D. Smith, Ethel, Ky., "writes:'

I have been using Dodd'e Kidney Pills
for ten or twelve years and they have
done me a great deal ot good. I do

" an today If lt
R if w ere uut iur uuuu

Kidney Pills. I
strained my back
about forty years
ago, which left it
very weak. I was
troubled withinCam--

i, v . ' mauon oi me Diau- -

W. D. Smith, der. Dodd'a Kidney
nils cured me of that and the Kidney
Trouble. I take Dodd's Kidney Pills
now to keep from having Backache. I

am 77 year3 old and a farmer, you are
at liberty to publish thl3 testimonial,
and you may use my picture in con-

nection with It" Correspond with Mr.

Smith about this wonderful remedy.
Dodd's Kidney Pills, 50c. per box at

your dealer or Dodd'a Medicine Co.,

Huffalo, N. Y. Write for HousehoM
Hints, also music of National Anthem
(English and German words) and reci-

pes for dainty dishes. All 3 aent frea.
Adv.

Unappreclative.
"My nephew doesn't seem to appre-

ciate that oil field I deeded him."
"Why not?"
"He haa made light of if

Important to Mother
Examine carefully every bottle or

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for
Infanta and children, and that lt

Signature of ZPltTn TTa Vnr Cwr A Taara.
Children Cry for Fletcher'a Caatorial

Word Fall on an Occasion Like Thlal
"Why do you call your hen Mac-

duff, of all names?"
"Because she lays on."

Liquid Woe la a weak aojutlon. Avoid It.
Ttaj lied Croaa 1lU Hlue, the tha.t s all
blue. Adk your proper. Adv.

To be happy la of far less conse-

quence to the worshipers of tasbJoa
than to appear bo. Colton.


